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NO CALLERS 


Gail Honeyford, іп bed with her 
husband, was thinking of the new 


headmaster. Gail, 23 апа ап 
attractive blonde, taught English at 
Greenacres School for Girls. It was а 
private school and most of the girls 
and many of the staff were boarders. 
Gail and Steve Honeyford now 


rented a cottage in the nearby village 
of Little Wishly but at the beginning of 
the year when Gail had started at 
Greenacres she had had a room at 
the school, just seeing Steve at 
weekends. That had been under the 
old headmaster, Mr Filton, who had 
now left, to be replaced by Mr Gilway. 


As if sensing Gail's thoughts, Steve 
murmured, 'So you think he's going 
to be different, this Mr Gilway?” 

Gail made a 'Mmmmmnnn ...' sound, 
not able to answer as Steve had 
immediately kissed her on the mouth. 
Possibly he wasn'treally interested in 
a proper answer right at this moment. 


GETTING TO THE 
BOTTOM OF THINGS | 


o 


They were lying face to face and 
Steve had Gail's nightdress rucked 
up and was fondling her bare bottom. 
Sliding his fingers in the warm crevice 
between the ripe cheeks. No Steve 
wasn't really interested in Mr Gilway, 
his mind was more on sex. Gail could 
feel Steve had developed ап 
erection. His mind was no doubt on 
his stiff penis. On putting it into her. 


Gail broke her mouth away from the 
kiss and slid her hand down to take 
hold of Steve's erect organ. It was 
Saturday morning with no great rush 
to get up, although she had to go into 
school later. Sex on Saturday 
mornings was nice and Gail quite felt 
like it now. Her fingers fondled the 
smooth engorged head of Steve's 
penis. She could feel herself 
beginning to get wet. A little foreplay 
and she would be ready to take it 
inside her. Gail moved to meet 
Steve's mouth with hers again, 
pushing her tongue in. Yes, she felt 
like it. But she was still thinking of Mr 
Gilway. 


Yesterday morning in his office. Mr 
Gilway had wanted to see all the staff 
individually in his office and Friday 
was finally Gail's turn. She had met 
him before of course but not like this, 
a more or less formal interview in his 
room. Mr Filton had been quite 
different, in manner as well as 
appearance. Mr Filton had been easy 
going, relaxed in his running of the 
school; but maybe that was why he 
had left, with the goverrnors unhappy 
with his regime. Mr Gilway it was 
clear was going to be different. lt was 
going to be a quite different regime. 
And in particular ... 


'Are you aware of any ... ah .. funny 
business in the school, Mrs 
Honeyford? | am referring of course 
to lesbianism, which is not funny at 
all. Amongst the girls — or of course 
staff could be involved as well. It can 
be quite rife in a school with slack 
discipline and if | am not mistaken in 
some respects discipline at Green 
acres Паз become very slack 
indeed.' 


Mr Galway was rather scary- 
looking, with that round, bald, 
bullet-like head апа a very 
disconcerting stare 


Did she blush, as she sat opposite 
him in front of his desk? Gail cringed 
at the thought. No, surely not! Mr 
Galway was rather scary-looking, 
with that round, bald, bullet-like head 
and a very disconcerting stare. His 
unwavering eyes behind the glinting 
glasses seeming to look right inside 
her head. Able to see. 


Mr Gilway's query had come out of 
the blue after only a few general 
questions. Gail had managed a 
stuttery denial of any knowledge of 
such activities. At which Mr Gilway 
had leant forward over his desk with 


those stary eyes it seemed shining 
like searchlights into her head. 


‘If | were to discover any examples of 
this behaviour, Mrs Honeyford, І 
should deal with them most 
severely. | should certainly cane any 
girls discovered. And for women 
members of staff it would be the 
same thing. A severe caning — or 
of course dismissal, with all the facts 
made public.’ 

Caning ! Maybe Gail had flushed this 
time. A flush of fear? She had 
certainly felt a little bit sick in her 
stomach. Grim-faced Mr Gilway 


teacher with а story of problems at 
home. Eager for sympathy — but 
maybe even more eager for sex. And 
somehow it had happened, with Gail 
also lonely, seeing Steve only at the 
weekends then. It had happened on 
the settee in Gail's sitting room. And 
then there had been two torrid nights 
in Gail's bed. . And after that, after 
Gail had come, a big mulitple orgasm 
... persuading Gail to do the same. 
Her face between Amanda's hotly 
squirming thights. 


It had been Gail's first experience 
with another ат. Her only 
experience. There had been only 
those two torrid nights, and then she 
had come to her senses. What she 
was doing was quite impossible. 
Gail had told Amanda that, and 
insisted. Amanda hadn’t wanted it to 
stop. She had pleaded. And then had 


looked quite capable of carrying out 
his fearsome threat. And ... no doubt 
there was a certain amount of that 
sort of thing; there was bound to be in 
а girls’ boarding school. 


Alison who in spite of denials 
seemed quite experienced. Her 
eager fingers in Gail’s hot cunt. 
And then her face down there. The 
urgent sensuous mouth licking 
and tonguing 


More to the point Gail knew there 
was. Because she herself had got 
involved with a girl earlier in the year 
when she had boarded at school. 
Alison Andrews, a pretty brunette in 
the Lower Sixth. Alison had 
instigated it. Pretty but tearful Alison 
coming to her equally pretty English 


tearfully threatened to tell. The head. 
But Amanda hadn’t — or Gail 
.assumed she hadn't. But anyway 
probably Mr Filton who was so easy 
going and understanding would have 
done nothing. Possibly Amanda was 
aware of that. But that was Mr Filton. 
Now ... it was the frightening Mr 
Gilway occupying the headmaster’s 
study. 


They were lying face to face and 
Steve had Gail’s nightdress rucked 
up and was fondling her bare 
bottom. Sliding his fingers in the 
warm crevice between the ripe 
cheeks 


There was по way Mr Gilway could 
possibly know about Amanda. No 
way. Unless ... Amanda were to 
decide to tell him. That sickening 
thought first came to Gail as she left 
Mr Gilway's office — having agreed 
with the headmaster that “that sort of 
thing' was dreadful and could never 
be allowed to take place in a quality 
girls’ school. And having further 
reassured Mr Gilway that she would 
keep on sharp alert for any whisper of 
the dread perversion. 


Gail attempted to dismiss the 
frightening thought. Of course 
Amanda wouldn't tell — not if it 


meant, as apparently it would, she 
herself being caned. But the thought 
wouldn't go away. Should she see 
Amanda, and warn her or 
something? But it didn’t seem like a 
good idea to seek Amanda out. It 
could enflame her interest again. It 
would be a relief to talk to Steve — 
but Gail certainly couldn't do that. 
She could never tell Steve about 
Amanda; never admit what she had 
done. It had been really awful, doing 
those things with another female. 
How could she have? But at the 
same time ... it had been a fantastic 
turn on. Those two nights with 
Amanda: she had just kept coming, 
and Amanda had too. lt was an awful 
thing to think but recalling it, it 
seemed to Gail she had been more 
turned-on than she had ever been 
with Steve. Perhaps lm really 
bisexual, she thought. Perhaps Рт 
really a dyke. 


In bed with Steve Gail was still 


thinking of Mr Gilway — апа 
Amanda. Steve was on top of her 
now. Inside her. His big stiff penis 
sliding sensuously in and out of her 
tight-stretched but wetly-lubricated 
vagina. It felt great. Fantastic. This is 
all | want, Gail told herself. None of 
that other silly and awful business. 
But she had done it ... and if Mr 
Gilway found out .. The choice 
apparently would be either а 
dismissal plus a public shaming or a 
dreadful caning. A caning on her bare 
bottom; Mr Gilway had gone into 
details with an evident relish. It was 
too sickening to think about — but 
Gail couldn’t stop thinking about it. 


Maybe she should speak to 
Amanda. Warn her. 


Monday lunchtime and Amanda 
Andrews and Julie Selby had left the 
refectory to walk in the shrubbery. 
The shrubbery was behind the main 
building and had winding paths with 
secluded little spots where you could 
exchange confidences or enjoy the 
peace of the garden on this warm 
spring day. Neither Amanda nor Julie 
was paying much attention to the 
beauties of nature however. They 
were standing behind a large conifer 
which hid them from the path, close 
together, two pretty brunettes in 
short blue skirts and jerseys. Julie, 
wearing glasses, had an anxious 
look. 


‘We shouldn't be here,’ she said in a 
half whisper. ‘Let’s go back. You 
know what Miss Vanley said. It's too 
dangerous, If we get caught...’ 


“Don't be stupid, Amanda replied 
firmly. “It's only scared talk. He's not 
going to do anything. It’s just 
something to say because he'sfhew, 
He's just a funny man. Come‘here, 
darling Julie.’ о 


4 believe the new head could even 
consider ... ап... using the cane.” 


The “funny man' was of course the 
new headmaster, Mr Gilway. Who it 
was said was going to be extremely 
strict on any sort of illicit 
relationships. The deputy head, Mrs 
Manfield, had said this in assembly, 
without exactly spelling out ‘illicit 
relationships’. And Miss Vanley their 
form mistress had repeated the 
warning, adding that Mr Gilway 
intended to be ‘very severe’. Looking 
embarrassed, Miss Vanley had then 
said, ‘| believe the new head could 
even consider ... ah ... using the 
cane.’ There had of course been 
gasps of shock at that. Susan Burling 
had exclaimed, ‘He can’t ... | mean 
you can’t!’ Miss Vanley had just 
made aface — as if to say that maybe 
Mr Gilway could, if he really wanted 
to. 


Julie had naturally been as scared as 
anyone. Because of Amanda. It had 


been going on for something like a 
month now. Amanda had instigated it 
of course, Julie hadn't done anything 
of that sort before. Julie knew she 
shouldn't be doing it, it was wrong, 
and she didn't even have a strong 
desire to be doing it. But she was alot 
weaker than Amanda who was a 
dominant personality. Julie could be 
dominated. And of course when they 
were actually doing it Julie liked it 
alright. 


Now behind the secluding ‘conifer 
she gave a scared little whmper as 
Amanda took hold of her. Embracing 
her. Shuddering as Amanda's hand 
slid up the backs of her bare thighs 
under the short blue skirt. Up to the 
taut roundnesses of Julie's bottom. 
Stroking sensuously through the thin, 
tight white knickers. Breathing “Мо ... 
000 ...' as the hand then slid round 
the front, to the soft bulge of her 
pussy mound. One finger sliding in 
along the moist slit. Rubbing in and 
out. Rubbing over Julie's inevitably 
aroused clit. 


“He's just a silly little тап, Amanda 
breathed in Julie's ear. 'We won't 
take any notice. Well, we'll be 
discreet of course. OK Julie darling?' 


She couldn't resist Amanda's 
practised finger. That marvellous 
sensation in her clit 


Julie gave a scared whimper. What if 
Mr Gilway were even now lurking 
behind one of the bushes. That bald 
head, those glinting glasses. But she 
couldn't resist Amanda's practised 
finger. That marvellous sensation in 


her clit. Her hips were moving now, 
thrusting her urgent pussy against 
Amanda's hand. 


“Lovely Julie" Amanda breathed. 
'Are you going to come? Are you 
coming? Shall І rub a bit harder? 
Oooo І think you are. And you come 
so marvellously, you lovely darling.’ 


And Julie did come with urgent little 
squeals. 


The fact that she was married had 
only added another level ої 
excitement to it. The thought of 
Mrs Honeyford's husband doing it 
to her had enflamed Amanda's 
imagination 


No, Amanda wasn't going to stop just 
because of silly Mr Gilway. She and 
Julie could continue as before and it 
would be no problem to keep what 
they were doing hidden from Mr 
Gilway's sneaky eyes. Amanda was 
really keen on it, and really keen on 
Julie. Julie was really great — as 
good as Mrs Honeyford had been. 


„За! Honeyford of course had been 


realy fantastic. Doing it with the lovely 
young English teacher had been out 
of this world, and the fact that she 
was married had only added another 
level of excitement to it. The thought 
of Mrs Honeyford's husband doing it 
to her had enflamed Amanda's 
imagination — but at the same time 
she had visions of being able to make 
the lovely teacher leave her husband. 
So that it would be just the two of 


them. Maybe they would go off 
somewhere. 


But then Mrs Honeyford had stopped 
the affair, almost before it had 
started. In spite of all Amanda's 
blandishments — and then threats 
that she would tell. But she hadn't 
told, partly because there had then 
been the distraction of Julie. She had 
started with Julie and that had taken 
away most of the sting of Mrs 
Honeyford's rejection. Julie was 
lovely — and unable to resist 
Amanda. But Amanda still at times 
thought of Gail Honeyford. When she 
saw her she could still get that new 
headmaster she might this time be 
able to frighten the lovely blonde 
teacher with disclosure. 


How did Mr Gilway find out? About 
Amanda and Juile? It was never quite 
clear. Had he or someone else 
observed them that Monday 
lunchtime in the shrubbery? But it 
could have been someone else, 
someone telling of some other time. 
No, it was never clear and it all came 
as such a shock, a bombshell. It was 
Julie he got first of course. Julie who 
was weak and Mr Gilway could be 
awfully frightening. Even Amanda 
found him frightening although she 
didn't like to admit it. So when he had 
Julie up in his room confronting the 
pretty brunette with what he claimed 
he knew she had simply broken 
down. 

'You admit it then? You disgusting 
girl. You admit you have been 
carrying on with this other depraved 
girl. Amanda Andrews. Yes?” 


Mr Gilway had started off sitting 


behind his desk, which was scary 
enough but now he had got up and 
come round to stand with his face 
inches from Julie's. She thought she 
was going to wet her knickers! Mr 
Gilway with that awful bullet head 
and his steely gaze behind the 
glasses. Not to mention his really 
frightening, threatening voice. Julie 
had never been so scared in her life! 
Somehow Mr Gilway had found out! 


She stuttered something. Words that 
admitted the awful crime. Mr Gilway 
had said moments earlier, after 
scaring the daylight out of her, that an 
admission would make things easier. 
If Julie didn't admit it ... he might 
have to call in the police to 
investigate. And she — and Amanda 
— could then both be sent to a home 
for delinquent girls. 


Mr Gilway's grating voice, with a note 
of triumph now, made her repeat it. 
More distinctly. She had been 
carrying on with Amanda Andrews. 
Doing disgusting things together. 
Julie heard her tremulous voice: 'Y ... 
Yes Sir. І... ме... ме... Yes Sir.’ 


Mr Gilway was going over to the 
door. Locking it. Then coming back 
with springy tread. 


There must be punishment of 
course. And we will have a 
preliminary punishment right now 


'Good Miss.' His voice with a syrupy 
quality now. “І am glad you have 


made an admission. It will make | 


things easier. But there must be 
punishment of course. And we will 
have a preliminary punishment right 
now. Please take your knickers off.’ 


In the state Julie was in it took a few 
seconds for his words to sink in. Mr 
Gilway repeated his request — or 
order as it was. This time he made the 
situation quite crystal clear. 

‘| am going to spank your bottom. A 
sound spanking on your bare 
bottom, Miss, which І hope will leave 
you not wanting to sit down on it 
immediately. | shall be caning you of 
course. | shall be caning both you 
and your partner in this sickening 


business. On your bare bottoms. But 
right now it will be a spanking.’ 


Her head in a whirl, Julie was doing 
the unbelievable. A bare-bottom 
spanking! And a caning! There had 
of course been nothing of that, no 
whisper of corporal punishment, 
under Mr Filton. It was quite 
unbelievable. But ... 


Julie had them off. Awkwardly raising 
first one foot and then the other to 
slip her lowered white knickers right 
off. An awful naked feeling under her 
short skirt as she numbly handed the 
brief white garment to Mr Gilway. 
That large male hand ... which shortly 
was going to be on her bare bottom. 
Thudding down on her most intimate 
flesh. No! She felt weak at the knees. 
No he couldn't ... 


The hand was firmly pushing Julie 
into just the right position. Just 
how Mr Gilway wanted her. That 
was what the hand was doing 
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But Mr Gilway could. The 
unbelievable. Over his lap as he sat 
down again behind his desk. His 
chair pushed back now to afford 
plenty of room. Elbow space. Julie’s 
head down close to the carpet and 
her skirt folded up over her back. So 
that the cheeks of her trembling 
bottom were nude to Mr Gilways 
gaze. Nudeto that hand ... which now 
came there. A shocking touch as he 
grabbed the near cheek. Like the 
most shocking and imtimate feel a 
girl had ever experienced. His fingers 
in between her hot bare thighs at the 
very top. The hand was firmly 
pushing Julie into just the right 
position. Just how Mr Gilway wanted 
her. That was what the hand was 
doing — unless of course what it was 
really doing was giving her a 
shocking, intimate feel. The hand 
then pushing herthighs slightly apart. 
He would now be able to see her 
pussy: that thought in her blood-filled 
head. The nude cheeks of her bottom 
and her nude thighs. And nestling in 
the centre the fuzzy fig of her pussy. 
But the sickening thought abruptly 
disappeared as Mr Gilway's hand 
cracked down. Squarely onto the 


ripe roundness of the left cheek. And 
moments later likewise on the right. 
Hard, desperately stinging smacks, 
with the full force of Mr Gilways right 
arm. No, a girl couldn't be concerned 
that she had her legs apart and was 
showing her pussy, not with this red- 
hot and shocking pain to contend 
with. The hand was continuing. 
Rhythmically, left and right. The ripe 
thrust of Julie's bottom, the backs of 
her thighs. Her hands desperately 
grabbed the chair-legs. Desperately 
hanging on. She couldn't stand this, 
the hot pain was impossible ... 


* * * 


Julie had had that awful spanking 
and then Amanda had had one too. 
Amanda of course had, defiantly at 
first, tried to deny everything 


Yes they were going to be caned. Mr 
Gilway had chosen the gym 
changing room. Four o'clock on 
Wednesday afternoon when the 
gymn was free, Mr Gilway would 
have it to himself, undisturbed: Julie 


had had that awful spanking and then 
Amanda had had one too. Amanda of 
course had, defiantly at first, tried to 
deny everything. Julie was making it 
all up — and whoever had told Mr 
Gilway this story was making it up 
too. But scary Mr Gilway had been 
too tough and frightening even for 
Amanda. He had scared her and 
broken her down, had her believing 
that she really would be sent to a 
juvenile court and then some sort of 
horrible home. And then... Amanda's 
knickers had come down and off just 
like Julie's. And she had to get over 
Mr Gilway's lap and receive that 
dreadful and иШепу humiliating 
bare-bottom spanking. 


It had been dreadful alright. But now 
... a caning! They were each going to 
have their bare bottoms caned! If a 
spanking was unbelievable what was 
this! They were here and it was now 
the appointed time. Mr Gilway would 
appear at any moment with his 
cane. The two girls standing dry- 
mouthed. Not talking. There was 
nothing to say, they were scared 
speechless. Amanda as scared as 
Julie. Could Mr Gilway really be 
going to cane them! The thought 
was still somewhat incredible — 
though neither had much doubt, 
indeed at all, that diabolical Mr 
Gilway could and would. And there 
was no way to avoid it. 


Or was there? Was there a glimmer of 
hope? Because when the dreadful 
man appeared, five minutes after the 
appointed hour and, yes, with that 
unspeakable implement in his hand 
... he said he wanted to speak to each 


of them separately first of all. He was . 


going to ask each of them if they had 
anything at all to tell him. Regarding 
any other transgressors. Anything 
either girl could say could make her 
punishment significantly lighter. 


There was nothing poor Julie could 
say. She didn't know of any other 
girls — in the same way that she had 
desperately hoped no one knew 
about her and Amanda. Amanda said 
she thought certain other girls did it 
but you couldn't tell Mr Gilway that — 
even if it might save*you from a 
caning. . 


And Amanda. Did she know 
anything? No, not really. Not any girls 
at least. But she did know :.. about 
Mrs Honeyford. Yes. She could even 
Say ... Mrs Honeyford had introduced 
her to it. And so claim it was really the 
teacher's fault about her and Julie. 
Oh yes. And if it was going to get her 
off a caning she was certainly going 


to tell. All the details if Mr Gilway | Mr Gilway was clearly over the moon | shine behind those glasses as it all 
wanted. Maybe even add a few from | with Alison’s breathily delivered | came out. “Thank you very much, 
her own quite vivid imagination. information. His eyes seemed to | Amanda,’ he said. Amanda’s hopes 
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rose. Probably she might be let off 
altogether? 


The superb pleasure of caning that 
nubile bottom was not something 
he was going to deprive himself of. 
No way! 


No. Unfortunately. That was not what 
Mr Gilway had in mind. He had got 
this truly marvellous information but 
of course he was going to cane 
Amanda anyway. The superb 
pleasure of caning that nubile bottom 
was not something he was going to 
deprive himself of. No way! Amanda 
had to have her proper punishment. 


Eyes gloating, he squeezed her arm 

and then reached behind to 
squeeze the part of her that was 
going to receive the attention of his 
whipy rattan. 


‘It is for your own good, young lady. 
Prepare yourself. Take your knickers 
down. Whilst | go and call the other 
offender in again. І intend to cane you 


both together. You two girls must 
both have something you won't 
forget. But | am most appreciative 
of your information. Yes, І shall 
certainly be seeing Mrs Honeyford.’ 


So Amanda received exactly the 
same as Julie. A really excruciating 
caning of their bare bottoms. The two 
of them bending side by side over a 
wooden bench with their knickers 
pulled down and their skirts raised up 
over their backs. A quite diabolical 
caning. Six unbelievable strokes 
each. The intense pain was enough 
to drive a girl right out of her mind. 


And then when Mr Gilway had 
finished and allowed the two of them 
to stand, their faces hot with shock, 
their eyes wet with frantic tears. Then 
as they stood shifting their weight 
desperately from foot to foot. Mr 
Gilway with a grim grin said, ‘Maybe 
just a couple more each, eh? Just to 
make sure.’ 


Kneeling on his chair this time. 
First Amanda and then Julie 


And he did. Not the two of them 

together this time but one by one, so 

that each had the added torment of 

watching the other. Kneeling on his 

hU] Ln u chair this time. First Amanda and 

— Rh, then Julie. For three more strokes 

зб че T each across those now red-striped 
ія тн: bottoms. 
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It was on the Friday that Gail 
Honeyford was called into Mr 
Gilways office. No doubt that was 
deliberate, giving her the whole 
weekend to think about it. The whole 
weekend to suffer the agony of 
knowing this truly awful thing he was 
going to do. 


Mr Gilway was going to treat her in 
exactly the same way as the girls. He 
was going to cane her. On her bare 
bottom. The quite impossible words . 
rolling round and round in her head 
for the whole of the weekend. It was 
going to happen on Monday 
morning. 


Perhaps the staff and the Upper 
Sixth girls. Yes? Have them all in 
for a private viewing of the caning 


“What | should really do, Mrs 
Honeyford, is carry out your 


punishment before the rest of the 
assembled staff. Or perhaps the staff 
and the Upper Sixth girls. Yes? Have 
them all in for a private viewing of the 
caning. Can you give me a good 
reason why І shouldn't do that?' 


But Mr Gilway wasn't serious. Not 
about that at least. He surely realised 
such a thing wasn't on, with any such 


group audience word was bound to 
get out and there wasn't much doubt 
that for a head to cane one of his staff 
(and on her bare bottom!) was not 
contenanced by the teaching 
profession. No, Mr Gilway could only 
get away with it in private, a secret 
little session known only to himself 


and the unfortunate victim. The 
unfortunate Gail Honeyford. 


She had protested of course, when 
Mr Gilway had without preamble 
conironted her with what he knew. 
Gail had thought she was going to 
faint, her knees feeling as if they were 
going to collapse as she stood in 
front of his desk, facing those baleful 


unblinking eyes. Facing the 
unthinkable: that Mr Gilway knew. 


Yes she had stammeringly protested. 
The girl (Amanda of course) had 
made it up. It seemed that Amanda 
had herself been caned, for carrying 
on with another girl, and she must 


have simply made the story up, to 
save her skin. But there was no way 
Gail could prevail against those 
unblinking eyes. She could not even 
meet that gaze — which seemed to 
see right into her head. To know the 
truth. 


'You are lying, Mrs Honeyford. Look 
at me ... 


and admit you are lying. 


Every word of what that wretched girl 
says is true.' 


‘№... Please ... |... | never ...' 
‘You are lying, Mrs Honeyford. And 


| intend to treat you exactly as | have 
those two girls. | am going to cane 


your bare bottom. And if you won't 
accept it | shall make the whole mater 
public . | shall call for your dismissal 
and give full reasons. The local press 
at least | feel sure would be most 
interested.’ 2 

What could she answer to that mind- 
freezing thought? Nothing. There 
was nothing to say. Gail made one or 
two more stuttering pleading of 
innocence but knew it was hopeless. 
Mr Gilway knew. And she guessed 
her guilt was plain on her scarlet face 
as she stood shaky-kneed before 
him. 


Mr Gilway was of course thoroughly 
enjoying himself. Yes he could see 
this lovely young woman was guilty 
and had no defence. Oh yes. 


'| shall give you the weekend to think 
about it, Mrs  Honeyford. To 
contemplate the magnitude of your 
reaction in corrupting this young girl. 
І should of course report the matter.’ 
Henry Gilway was almost smacking 
his lips. 'But as І have said І won't do 
that. Consider yourself very 
fortunate. Instead І shall deal with it 
myself. On Monday after school. І 
intend giving you a very thorough and 
sever caning. A real thrashing of your 
bare backside. Which І hope you will 
not forget for a very long time.” 
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The caning was carried out not at 
school but at Mr Gilways home. The 
headmaster wanted to ensure 
complete privacy. So Gail was driven 
there right after school and then in 
the dining room told to remove her 
skirt and knickers. 


Her skirt and knickers off ... and 
then bend herself over the dining 
table. Mr Gilway had placed a 
sickening-looking cane on the end 
of the table 


She had been imagining it all 
weekend of course. A dreadful 
dream — which has now become 
reality. Her skirt and knickers off ... 
and then bend herself over the dining 
table. Mr Gilway had placed а 
sickening-looking cane on the end of 
the table. That dreadful object was 
going to crack in across her nude 
nates. 


Yes, but not immediately. First of ай 
Mr Gilway felt like having some fun. 


Some spicy titillation. He could feel 
his penis stiffening in his trousers. 
Well, who not with this gorgeous 
looking young woman bent over 
before him. Her trembling nude 
buttocks and thighs on full display. 
And not only that. 


His hand closed in. Fondling first of 
all the quivering cheeks ... and then 
going there. In between. In to Gail's 
pussy. She gave a shivery yelp but 
was told to keep still. 


*Just relax, young lady. Just a little 


checking here. Tell me -about your 
husband. Your sex life. Keen on it is 
he? І'ехресі he wants it all the time, 
eh?' 


Gail's breath hissed out. It wasn't 
possible what Mr Gilway was doing. 


Where he had. his hand. Openly 
fondling her sex: Ме! He couldn't.do 
this. But he could. He was. And very 
shortly he made. the- suggestion. 
Something else. The :other.: If she 
would agree to that ... the caning 
wouldn't be quite зо hard: Wasn't 
that reasonable? END 
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David Holbook could think of nothing 
else. The Lower Sixth French 
exchange trip. He was going on the trip 
but that wasn't what made him think of 
it day and night. No it was the fact that 
Elaine was going. Elaine Lindale who 
was of course his girl. His steady, 
permanent girlfriend. 


Everyone knew what Frenchmen 
wanted. They were gropers of girls” 
bottoms for a start. But more than 
that - they were bottom spankers 


They would be staying with French 
families, each one of them with a 
different family. So naturally that 
included Elaine. She would be staying 
in the house of a Frenchman in other 
words. That was how David viewedit. 
And that was the main thing, the 
central horrendous fact in David's 
mind. For two weeks this Frenchman 
would have Elaine at his mercy. To do 
what he wanted with her. And 
everyone knew what Frenchmen 
wanted. They were gropers of girls” 


FRENCH 


bottoms for a start. But more than that 
— they were bottom spankers if they got 
the chance. If they had a girl staying 
with them, at their mercy. Especially a 
super-looking girl like Elaine: a really 
pretty girl with a marvellous figure. 
This dreadful French bloke would 
probably go bananas. Probably forcing 
Elaine to submit to having it on the 
bare: her bare bottom spanked. 


But even that wasn't all. Bad as it was, 
it wasn't the worst thing reverberating 
around in David's head. No, there was 
also the other. The worst thing by far, 
but which you knew this unprincipled 
and sex-crazed Frenchman could do to 
someone like Elaine. He could be 
doing her. Screwing her. Forcing her 
in some way, in the privacy of his 
house, to submit to it. Quite possibly 
screwing Elaine every night once he 
had started. Poor, desperate Elaine 
would be looking pale and trembly in 
the mornings, her lovely eyes dark- 
ringed with lack of sleep from what this 
awful bloke had been doing. And also 
of course from worry: her frantic fear 
that her host had got one in her oven 
and had made her pregnant. 


But she wouldn't be able to say 
anything, just shake her head and try to 
force a smile: No. Pm f ... feeling OK 
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What did Elaine think? Did she share 
David's thoughts of the coming trip? 
What she said was, Don't be silly 
David. You really are being silly. 
Frenchmen aren't any different from 
anyone else. From, well, Italians or 
Germans. Or English come to that. 
There are certainly Englishmen 
around with gropy hands. Don’t you 
know that?” 


Germans could be just as bad, some 
of them he had heard were sadists 
with a cane. 


David wasn’t going to argue about 
Italian men who of course everyone 
knew were the most awful bottom 
gropers — and Germans could be just as 
bad, some of them he had heard were 
sadists with a cane. And also he didn’t 
want to argue that there weren’t certain . 
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awful English blokes. Не had already 
been appraised of Elaine's next-door 
neighbour, Mr Borring, who was as 
English as they came and who had 
groped Elaine's bottom on a couple of 
occasions when she had had to go 
round to his house on errands. David 
had told her she should complain, to 
her parents or the police. But anyway 
Elaine wasn't going to be staying with 
Mr Borring for two whole weeks. And 
this Frenchman was bound to be a 
whole lot worse than Mr Borring. 


But what did Elaine really think? Well 
of course she wasn't going to say so to 
David but in fact she had reason to 
believe that some of what he said was 
going to be true. 


Unfortunately. Not the screwing, she 
didn't think she would get that. But 
spanking, yes. Because Elaine had 
been told whom she would be staying 
with in France, and she had spoken to 
the girl who had stayed with him last 
year. Angela Fernley. Angela had 
finally told Elaine about it, after 
making her swear not to tell a soul. 
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His name was Monsieur Vardon. 
There was also Madame Vardon, his 
wife, but her presence hadn't stopped 
M. Vardon doing what he had done. 
M. Vardon was one of the school 
governors which was why he was able 
to have someone on the exchange 
staying with him even though the 
Vardons no longer had school-age 
children. The someone staying with 
him was of course always a girl. A 
good-looking and shapely girl, that was 
M. Vardon's simple requirement. 


And Angela, on being pressed, had 
finally told Elaine about it. It seemed 
M. Vardon had this rocking chair. 


M. Vardon pulled up your skirt. And 
pulled down your knickers. And 
proceeded to give you a really hard 
spanking on your bare bottom. 


That was what he used. Sitting in this 
chair ... and then getting you over his 
lap. It had these rounded wooden arms 
with spaces underneath. He made you 
get over his lap with your head through 
the space on one side and your legs 


through the other one. Like that you' 


were trapped, you couldn't try to roll 
off his lap, or squirm away. It was like 
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being caught in a trap, Angela said. A 
really awful feeling. And then ... M. 
Vardon pulled up your skirt. And 
pulled down your knickers. And 
proceeded to give you a really hard 
spanking on your bare bottom. And it 
wasn’t just once or twice. Angela 
thought it was six times she was over 
his lap like that. Six times! 


Angela hadn’t told anyone, not her 


parents or Mr Compling or Mrs 
Rything of their French department 
who had taken them on the trip. She 
couldn’t bear the thought of the awful 
embarrassment of having it known. 
But Angela had mentioned it to her 
friend Melissa and Melissa had got the 
same sort of thing. Not with a rocking 
chair, but also getting her bare bottom 
spanked. Melissa also hadn’t told 
anyone. But as far as Angela knew 


other girls could have got it too. It 
could be pretty general, but naturally 
no one wanted to talk about it. 


The fingers creepily on your bare 
bottom, fondling and feeling. 


Well this was certainly a bit of a 
shocker. Because if Angela had got it 
(not to mention Melissa) then Elaine 
could expect the same. And the 
thought of being held over her host's 
lap in this diabolical armchair was 
quite nauseating. Trapped like that ... 
and then those fingers pulling up your 
skirt ... Pulling down your knickers ... 
The fingers creepily on your bare 
bottom, fondling and feeling. Then 
finally the smacking. That male hand 
cracking heavily down. 


It was all really too awful to 
contemplate and Elaine had the 
thought of withdrawing from the trip, 
on some excuse or other. But that 
wasn't on because French was one of 
her main subjects. She was hoping to 
do it at university and so she definitely 
needed to go. 


So all Elaine could do was try to laugh 
off what David said. David who 


seemed to have guessed the truth — 
although he was also suggesting the 
other thing as well. That this M. 
Vardon would also be doing her. 
Screwing her. That at least was just an 
awful figment of David's over-active 
imagination. Surely. Yes? Elaine then 
had the nasty thought that if M. 
Vardon had done it to Angela she 
pretty certainly wouldn't have wanted 
to tell. And also Elaine hadn't asked 
her about that thinking it too awful, 
and impossible, to mention. But no, he 
wouldn't possibly have done it. 
Whereas the spanking was possible 
alright. On yes. And this sickening 
rocking chair. 
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The French school was іп Normandy, 
a smallish country town called Becamp 
about 20 miles from the coast. There 
were 18 of them going, ten girls and 
eight boys, with Mr Compling and Mrs 
Rything again. Would either of those 
two know about it? Elaine wondered. 
That girls could get their bottoms 
spanked by the men they were staying 
with. 


On the ferry everyone was naturally 
very excited. In the bar Mr Compling 


said jokingly, ‘Don’t drink too much, І 
don’t want to arrive with people being 
sick.” 


But no one was drinking a lot. 
Everyone seemed in high spirits. 


Including all the other girls. Elaine 
wondered if any of them had heard any 
whisperings, or had any thoughts of 
their own. And then she had another 
thought, looking at Mrs Rything. 
Sandra Rything was quite young, in 


| her twenties, and also nice looking. She 


would have been going on a trip like 
this herself as a schoolgirl not so long 
ago. Therefore ... she could have had 
the same? Thinking this Elaine didn't 
want to meet her eye, because Mrs 


Rything would therefore know, or 
guess. 


Elaine forced herself to dismiss the 
thought, it was just silly speculation. 
And there was after all the possibility 


that none of it was true, that Angela 
had made it up as a joke. But Elaine 
didn't think that. 


She caught David's eye. Was he still 
worrying about it? At this moment? 


Looking at him Elaine had a sudden 
strong sexy feeling. Perhaps it was the 
rhythm of the boat; she had read 
somewhere it could have that effect. 
She caught his eye again and indicated 
she wanted to leave. 


Outside in the corridor she gave him a 
quick sexy kiss, then whispered 
urgently, ‘David, let's find somewhere 
nice and quiet.” 

They found a secluded corner on the 
next deck down, smelling a bit of oil 
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and engines. Making a moaning sound 
Elaine pulled David to her as she stood 
with her back against the wall. She was 
feeling almost overwhelmingly sexy 
now, more than she had ever felt 
before. They had not started doing it 


yet. Not started screwing. David 
sometimes tried to persuade her they 
should start but Elaine thought she 
wasn't ready for it, although a number 
of girls in their class did. But now ... 
she felt she really wanted to. Right 


there. A hot urge to have David's thing 
up inside her. “Та .. Take my knickers 
down,” she breathed. 


After a nervous look round David 
reached up under her short skirt. His 
hand cupped Elaine's pussy through 


her knickers and she almost collapsed 
with excitement. Her sex was all wet. 
Throbbing. She really would have let 
David do her. Right there standing up 
against the bulkhead. But David 
wasn't prepared for it; too nervous 


with the thought that someone might 
come along and discover them. His 
hand at her throbbing cunt was good 
enough though. Moaning, she worked 
her hot slot against it. And it seemed 
like just in seconds she was coming. 


With a shuddering squeal on those 
clutching fingers. 


She felt awful afterwards, ashamed at 
herself acting like that. Like а common 


tart, a wild animal almost. It was the 
rhythm of the boat she told herself, and 
she told David that too in embarrassed 
explanation. But Elaine knew it wasn't 
just that. It was what she was going to 
get in France. This Monsieur Vardon 
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who got a girl over his lap in that awful 
rocking chair. Over his lap and then 
pulled down her knickers ... and got 
his hand at her bare bottom. It was a 
, supremely awful prospect. And it was 
going to happen, there was no way she 
could avoid it. It was really awful .. 
But also deep down, scarily exciting 
too. And it was really. that which had 
got her so hot and desperate down in 
the bowels of the boat. 
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She was feeling almost 
overwhelmingly sexy now, more than 
she had ever felt before. 


In the car and driving off M. Vardon 
said, “І think she's even prettier than 
Angela last year, don't you Helene?” 


Elaine was sitting next to him with 
Mme Vardon in the back. Mme 
Vardon with a laugh said, “Yes. 
Certainly.’ 


She was feeling almost 
overwhelmingly sexy now, more than 
she had ever felt before. 


The coach took them to Becamp and 
the school where they were to meet 
their hosts. They were gathered in the 
school hall: teachers, one or two of the 
school authorities, also the people they 
would be staying with. It was evening 
now, 8 o’clock, and after a couple of 
brief speeches of welcome they would 
be dispersing to the various homes. 
Elaine would be going off with this 
Monsieur Vardon. She felt herself 
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breathless with scary excitement as 
they trooped in. Her hand clutched at 
David's arm. She knew what he would 
be thinking. Not about the family he 
would be going off with, but her. 
Elaine being taken off by one of these 
Frenchmen in this group of people 
they were now approaching. One of 
them in this sea of faces ... would have 
her tonight. He would have her at his 
mercy. 


Someone was calling out their names. 
They had had the short speeches and 
now it was happening. Girls, boys, 
awkwardly stepping forward as their 
names were alphabetically called, to be 
claimed by someone in that knot of 
people. David, who was just before her 
... and then it was her own name. 
Elaine Lindale She stumbled 
forward on rubbery legs, looking 
vacantly for an instant. Then a man 


and woman were smilingly stepping 
towards her. 


He was medium height, in his fifties, 
with grey hair and a trimmed greying 
beard. Elaine's confused mind just 
about took that in. Madame Vardon 
was the same sort of age, pleasant 


looking, but Elaine's head wasn't] 


registering any details of Madame 
Vardon. No. She tried to smile. And 


speak. You were supposed to greet 
them in French but she wasn't sure 
what she was saying. They were 
speaking to her, in English. Elaine 
tried to make herself concentrate. Out 
of the corner of her eye she saw David. 
His eyes focussing on her. And of 
course on Monsieur Vardon. David 
would be thinking those things. What 
this man was going to be doing to her. 
She felt dizzy she probably looked odd, 


ill perhaps. M. Vardon took hold of her 
arm. 


His hand was briefly at her bottom. A 
quick but quite deliberate and 
intimate fondle 


And then they were all going out. 
Dispersing to the different homes. In 
the car park M. Vardon held open the 
door of his car for her. And as Elaine 


bent to get in ... his hand was briefly at 
her bottom. A quick but quite 
deliberate and intimate fondle at the 
cheeks through her thin summer dress. 
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The hand squeezed her flesh through 
her dress. 


M. Vardon's hand came down onto 
Elaine's thigh. “Yes prettier and I think 
with a lovely body. The hand 


squeezed her flesh through her dress. 
“Angela was a very lovely girl too of 
course. А very lovely guest. I expect 
you have talked to her Elaine? Yes? 
About everything do you think?' 


Elaine stuttered a reply. M. Vardon's 
hand had now pushed back the hem of 
her dress and was on her bare thigh. 
She badly wanted to push it away but 
somehow couldn't. 


“Му rocking chair,” M. Vardon said. “І 
think that.is the correct term. Did 
Angela tell you about my rocking 
chair? Did she tell you of its special 
use?’ 
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М. Vardon's words induced a shiver 
down Elaine's spine. What could she 
say? What did come out was a sharp 
exclamation. ‘Oohh! Caused now by 
mention of the rocking chair but by M. 
Vardon's hand which was almost at her 
knickers. Some response was crucial 
and, almost apologetically, she placed 
her own hand in front of it. As for the 
.rocking chair, what could she say? 


* * ж 


It was in а large room overlooking the 
garden. This big room with just the 
rocking chair at one end. 


Here we are, M. Vardon said. “Му 
special chair for girls. Angela has told 
you?” 


“У .. Yes.’ He had his arm round her 
waist. He was taking Elaine on a tour of 
the house. Downstairs Mme Vardon 
was putting out something to eat. 
Elaine had been shown her own room 
and all the rest. And 'now, kept until 
last, here it was — the thing which had 
been filling Elaine's mind ever since 
Angela had told her two weeks ago. It 
was exactly as she had described it. 
Those rounded wooden arms that held 
you, preventing any real movement. 
While M. Vardon. 


His hand slid down to her bottom. 
Cupping the full near-side cheek. 
Elaine trembled, but it wasn't the first 
time. M. Vardon had already been at 
Elaine's bottom several times as he had 
shown her round. And there seemed an 
inevitability about it, there was 


nothing she could do or say. Не was : 


going to fondle her bottom ... and he 
was going to have her over his lap in 
this chair. 


“In the morning’ he said, his hand 

leisurely enjoying the shapely contours 

of Elaine's rear. “We will come in here 

before breakfast. Then we will get 

properly acquainted. Yes, my dear 
Elaine?” 


M. Vardon had an erection, big and 
hard against her belly. 


M. Vardon turned her to face him, 
pulling her close with both arms round 
her. She gave a little gasp. M. Vardon 
had an erection, big and hard against 
her belly. His two hands cupped her 
bottom and rubbed her against it. 
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In bed Elaine brought herself off. She 
couldn't help it, she was all hot, 
desperate, just as she had been on the 
boat. She moaned into the pillow as her 
fingers supplied urgent relief to her wet 
and aroused pussy. Her head was full: 
of the scary chair; of David and that 


- heady session on the boat; of Monsieur 


Vardon's big stiff penis grinding 
against her. Angela had said nothing 
about that, it had only been the chair 
and the spanking. She was going to get 


the spanking. He was going to do it 


first thing in the morning. But ... 
anything else? Because David of course 
had gone on about the other. She had 
laughed at it. Not that it was a laughing 
matter. But she hadn't considered it a 
possibility. But now. 
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She had put on her tartan skirt with a 
white short-sleeved blouse and a tie. 
With white knee socks and her black 
low-heel shoes. It was a reasonably 
formal outfit for her first morning at 
the French school, but that would be 
later, after breakfast. If Elaine could 
eat any breakfast. It didn't seem very 
likely at the moment, not the way she 
was feeling. Her stomach was full of 
butterflies, it certainly couldn't 
contemplate breakfast. 


She was standing at M. Vardon's side. 


He was sitting in the chair. The. 


rocking chair of course. Smiling at her. 
Asking if she had slept well, in that 
cozy little room. And then telling her to 
please get down. He wanted her 


kneeling down, at the side. With her ` 


body up through the chair's arm. 


She felt light-headed. Not sure if this 
could really be happening. At last. 
Thinking fleetingly of David. What 
was he doing? Brushing his teeth 
perhaps. And thinking of her. 
Thinking perhaps that Monsieur 
Vardon had been doing her all night. 
Screwing her in that little bed. After 
spanking her of course. Yes spanking. 
She was now going to get the spanking. 
Over M. Vardon’s lap. 


She had her face in his lap. Kneeling as 
he had instructed. Which was not fully 
over his lap as Elaine had imagined and 
Angela had said. No it was her face in 
M. Vardon’s lap. And ... he had an 
erection. It was quite unmistakable. It 
was ...right there. 


He was talking. Saying something, in a 
soft coercive voice. As his hand softly 


stroked her hair. But Elaine wasn't 
taking the wordsin. All she could think 
of was this big thing. M. Vardon's 
thing. His big erect penis. Right here 
next to her face. 


And then the words did come through. 
Had she expected it? He wanted her to 
pull his zip down. The zip of his jeans. 
Yes of course. Angela. She had done 
this? Yes. Elaine was sure she had. 
Although naturally Angela hadn't said. 
Just as she, Elaine, would not say. Not 
ever. Not to a soul. That she ... 


She had the zip down. It was jutting 
out. Quivering erect. Frightening. 


She had that light-headed feeling still. 
Like being in a dream. Although she 
knew it wasn't a dream. She had the zip 
down. It was jutting out. Quivering 
erect. Frightening. Her head was 
spinning. It was frightening but at the 
same time ... she had that same feeling 
as on the boat. 


M. Vardon wanted her holding it. 
Stroking. His own hand had slid down 
to her bottom now. “Хе will do the 
spanking in a moment,' his soft voice 
said. ‘But first of all I want ...’ 


The stroking. And then he wanted her 
mouth ... 


She was in a real state. Perhaps she 
would faint. She had never done that. 
Not to David. She had held his. Stoked 
it. Until he came. But not this. Not her 
mouth. She didn't want to do it; It was 
too big for one thing. But at the same 
time ... there was that part of her that 
did want to. And anyway she had no 
choice. She was here with Monsieur 
Vardon. He could do what he wanted 
with her. For two whole weeks. 
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David was already at the school when 
she arrived, looking out for her with 
eager eyes. Desperate to question her. 
Getting her into a corner where he 
could ask his questions. What was her 
place like? What were Monsieur and 
Madame Vardon like? But meaning of 


"course Monsieur Vardon. What was he 


like. And what had he done. Yes 
desperate to be reassured that her host 
hadn't done any of those things. 
Hadn't done anything. Hopefully 
hadn't even fondled Elaine's bottom — 
although maybe perhaps being a little 


Her bottom was still hot. Still tingling 
from those quite hard smacks. With 
her knickers down and her skirt 
raised. 


resigned to that because maybe it was 
inevitable. Frenchmen always fondled 
girls” bottoms. 


Yes desperate to be reassured — but of 


course knowing that if М. Vardon had 
done anything much more Elaine 
probably wouldn't tell. 


*OK, she said. Hoping her voice 
sounded alright, normal. Though it 
didn't sound normal to Elaine and 
perhaps this wasn't entirely surprising. 
Was she flushing? She hadn't had any 
breakfast, hadn't been able to face any. 
And there was still something of the 


taste of Monsieur Vardon in her 
mouth. Even though she had 
vigorously | brushed her teeth 
afterwards. And her bottom was still 
hot. Still tingling from those quite hard 
smacks. With her knickers down and 
her skirt raised. M. Vardon's hard 


hand crisply smackng down on her 
bare bottom. 


Did David believe her? Were his eyes 
searching, trying to see something in 
her face? She gave him a quick hug and 
said hotly in his ear, ‘I love you!’ It was 


time for their first day at the school and 
then after just a few hours Monsieur 
Vardon would be picking her up in his 
Peugeot. Taking her home ... to the 
rocking chair again. To have her 
knickers taken down for another bare- 


bottom spanking. With probably They were all there milling about, ^ the other English girls. What had they 
before it, or maybe after it, that other. | waiting for the first class. The other had last night, or this morning? The 
The other mind-boggling thing. girls, the boys. She wondered about same? Something else? Maybe some of 


them ... nothing at all? 


MODELS 


We are always looking for new faces and bottoms for our magazines, so if you are interested in 
taking part in a future photo session, please get in touch. Male models of the past who we already 
know but have lost touch with will also be welcome as of course will any of the lovely girls. 

Write with recent photo and if possible, phone number to: 


BLUSHES PROMOTIONS, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


LOCATIONS SOUGHT 


We are always on the lookout for a different photographic location that we can use for the day. If 
you have or know of a suitable place that we can bring along our girls to and use, we would very 
much life to hear from you. Write to: 


BLUSHES PROMOTIONS, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


TRADE INFORMATION 


If you need information regarding the. purchasing of any of the SPANKING or FEMALE 
DOMINATION magazines, retail, trade or wholesale, please address your enquiries to: 
PRESS SALES, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 
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АТ А Mmmm 


A girl is sitting cross-legged on а bed. 
A very pretty girl with a full-lipped, 
sensuous mouth and masses of 
darkly curling, shoulder-length hair. 
She is wearing white short-sleeved 
pyjamas, with bare feet. Her knees 
are raised and her bare arms rest on 
them. She is looking vacantly straight 
ahead. 


In fact itis not so much a bed as a bed 
frame on which the girl is sitting. Just 
a frame with its bare steel mesh 
which supports the mattress. But 
there is no mattress and she is sitting 
on the bare springs. If we had the 
view from underneath, we would see 
her ripe buttocks in the thin and skin- 
tight cotton pyjamas tautly held by 
the steel strands. These steel strands 
will be cutting rectangular patterns 
into the soft flesh. But we cannot see 
that. 


A one-way mirror perhaps or a 
secret spy hole. And if she is being 
watched, anything other than 
passive and immobile acceptance 
of her lot can bring painful 
penalties. The cane. 


Undoubtedly the steel mesh must be 
painful to the girl's bottom which is 
full-fleshed and ripely curved, but her 
face does not show it. The reason for 


.this is that she fears she may be 


being watched. This quite small room 
is otherwise empty, no other person 
is present and indeed there is no 
other furniture apart from the stark 
bed frame, but there is the thought 
that she could be being watched 
from a secret observation point. A 
one-way mirror perhaps or a secret 
spy hole. And if sheis being watched, 
anything other, than passive and 
immobile acceptance of her lot can 
bring painful penalties. The cane. The 
cane excruciatingly across the palm 
of her hand. Or possibly instead (or 
indeed as well) the cane across that 
ripely curving rear. 


Someone in any event will be coming 
shortly. A certain man. A man who 
will carry a cane in his hand. Almost 
certainly she will get a dose of this 
cane, but if he has no excuse or 
reason otherwise, the dose may be 
reasonably perfunctory; a routine 
caning. Not that routine canings 
aren’t painful, but they are not half as 
painful as one delivered with the 
zesty eagerness which an identified 
fault will bring. 


Yes, when a girl has been here a few 
days she will have learnt to avoid 
anything out of the ordinary at all 
costs. 


Where is this? Where are we? 


It is not possible to give its name, let 
us simply call it The Institute. It is fact 
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a country house іп опе of the green 
countries of Southern England. It is 
not a unique place, there are a 
number of them dotted about the 
country generally like this one sited in 
converted country mansions in their 
own, usually spacious grounds. 
Spacious grounds with mature trees 
and shrubs and, last but not least, a 
high and formidable wall. This latter is 
considered essential because the 


girls are not confined to their rooms 
all day, healthy outdoor exercise 
being regarded as highly desirable. 


And the inmates? The girls. Well, it 
could easily be the girl next door. 
Your neighbour's girl next door. Has 
she gone away recently, to stay with 
an aunt say? That is what you may 


have been told. Because The 
Institute and its sister establishments 


are highly confidential. The 
Government has no wish to publicise 
their existence, or even acknowledge 
that they exist. And a girl's parents 
will equally have no wish to 
broadcast the matter even if they 
were not adjured to silence. 


And why are girls here? Why would 
your girl next door be spending a 
week (or longer) at The Institute 
rather than with her aunt at 
Southend? The answer is quite 
simple: ^ Correction. Discipline. 
Perhaps a master at school is 


unhappy with Fiona's performance. 
Her work perhaps is not as good as it 
might be — or perhaps she is simply 
not being very cooperative. Нопа ва 
pretty girl and Mr X is quite partial to 
pretty 18-year-old girls and likes 
occasionally to slip his arm, in a 


> 
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friendly manner, round her waist. But 
Fiona does not accept this in a 
friendly way. She is in particular likely 
to jerk away when Mr X's hand, as it 
may do, slips down onto the 
ripenesses of her flanks. Mr X finds 
this response annoying: he would 
much prefer Fiona to stand passively 
still while his hand conducts a 
seemingly absent-minded but 
nonetheless detailed exploration of 
her shapely bottom. 


That is what The Insititute is for. A 
short stay behind its high walls will 
undoubtedly persuade Fiona that 
standing still and allowing your 
bottom to be fondled is no big deal 


Such behaviour from Fiona clearly 
calls for some sort of response. We 
do not need to consider Mr X's part 
and whether he should or should not 
be seeking to fondle the bottoms of 
pretty girls; but Fiona's rejection of 
this undoubtedly represents a 
degree of insubordination. A lack of 
discipline and self-control which 
calls for treatment. And that is what 
The Insititute is for. A short stay 
behind its high walls will undoubtedly 
persuade Fiona that standing still 
and allowing your bottom to be 
fondled is no big deal and it is entirely 


sensible to accept this without any 
demur. Because what she will 
receive in her short stay at The 
Institute will certainly put it in 
perspective. 


* * * 


The girl on the bed frame, who is 
called Fiona and is here for 
something very similar to the above, 
is still passively waiting. Occasionally 
the long-lashed eyelids may blink or 
there is a minor twitching as a joint 
complains of its painful position, but 
otherwise she is immobile. Outside, 
beyond the closed window, it is an 
early autumn afternoon. Two other 
girls in T-shirts and shorts can be 
Seen running hard on the dirt track 
which winds around through the 
trees ands shrubs (laurel апа 
rhododendron). They are sweating 
freely on this warm afternoon, appear 
close to exhaustion in fact, but 
nonetheless are endeavouring not to 
flag, too keep going hard ... 


But that is outside, another world. 
Fiona may be out there herself 
tomorrow afternoon but today it is 
this little room with just the bare bed 
frame. And shortly ... 


Another five minutes and he does 
appear. He looks rather like a 
government official. In striped shirt 
and tie, middle-aged and paunchy, 
steel-framed spectacles, balding but 
what dark hair he has oiled down. 
Suddenly opening the door and 
carefully closing it after him. In his 
hand he carried a cane. Yes, of 
course. Her  eyelashes  flutter 
tremulously but otherwise she 
remains immobile. 


"Hello Fiona. Being a good girl, are 
we? Keeping nice and still and 
concentrating on all our little 
shortcomings?' 


“Y .. Yes Mr Green.’ 


She has been here four days now 
and knows the drill. Oh yes, she 
learnt it, very painfully, on that first 
day. 


Remaining in position and quite still. 
She has been here four days now and 
knows the drill. Oh yes, she learnt it, 
very painfuly, on that first day. 
Sunday. What Mr Green wants. Or 
demands. With that cane. Mr Green 
is her special tutor. He sees her all the 
time. Occasionally there is one of the 
others but usually it is Mr Green. Are 


the others better or worse? They 
couldn't be worse. 

“Yes. A good girl, eh? Well perhaps 
we are learning. But we've got a bit 
more to learn yet, though, haven't 
we?' 


Mr Green doesn't really expect an 
answer to this. Fiona mutely sucks in 
her lower lip. Mr Green has moved 
close to the bed. His hand comes 
out, to Fiona's pyjama-clad boobs. 
The hand closes on the near-side 
one. Squeezing the ripe, 
unbrassiered globe. Finger and 
thumb feel for her nipple through the 
thin cotton. Tweaking it. 


“Yes, well, І think we need a little 
something, don't you? Get up. And 
then take your pyjama bottoms off. 
Yes, a little something ’ 


She is going to be caned of course. 
Fiona is going to be caned, on her 
bare bottom. |t will be an 
excruciating, hotly-stinging pain. But 
hopefully just bearable. She hasn't 
done anything, has she? So it will be 
routine. Bad. Very bad. But 
bearable ...? 


There is nothing underneath of 
course. Just the nubile flesh set off 
by the dark bush of her pussy. 


She has struggled up off the bed 
frame and is standing now, at the 
side, sliding down the tight pyjama 
bottoms. Off of her ripe hips and then 
down the firm-fleshed thighs. There 
is nothing underneath of course. Just 
the nubile flesh set off by the dark 
bush of her pussy. The pyjama 
bottoms are slid on down her long 
legs and then she steps awkwardly 
out of them. Her legs are stiff from 
being in that one position. Mr Green 
tells her to turn. 


Feet together, hands straight at her 
sides. And yes, we can see now on 
her bare bottom the marks of that 
Steel mesh for sitting on the bed 
frame. Lozenge-shaped indentations 
cut into the soft flesh. 


Then Mr Green's hand is at her 
bottom. Fondling. Jiggling. Tweaking 
the ripe flesh. Then his two hands (he 
has placed the cane on the bed) take 
the hem of her pyjama top and briskly 
lift it. Up high under her arms and 
reaching round her front to lift it clear 
of her boobs. They are full and ripely 
thrusting out. Fiona is a very well- 
developed 17-year-old. Mr Green's 
hands cup the bare tits. Squeezing. 


"I think | was perhaps a little too easy 
on you last time, Fiona. You weren't 
really gasping, were you?” 


“Мо! | mean yes, Mr Green.' Her voice 
with ап hysterical edge. “You did .. do 
it very hard. Please ...' 


He is concentrating on her tits. 
Rolling the nipples between finger 
and thumb. 


Mr Green grunts. He is concentrating 
on her tits. Rolling the nipples 
between finger and thumb. They are 
stiffening up. One hand slides down 
and cups her pussy. 


In her ear he breaths, “Ву rights І 
should give it to you really hard, 
Miss. So that you're hopping around 
for about five minutes afterwards. 
Not knowing which end is up. So that 
you think the cane has cut your bum 
in two! 


Fiona gives a frantic squeal. At Mr 
Green's words, though the hand at 
her pussy is making her gasp. He lets 
до, and tells her to get over the bed. 
The usual position. Leaning over the 
iron frame at the foot of the bed with 
her hands reaching forward as far as 
she can and gripping the frame. 


She is shaking with fear now, as she 
nonetheless complies. Is she going 
to get that? Mr Green scorching it in 
just as hard as he can. The thought 
makes her feel sick. She has had a 
couple of hard sessions from Mr 
Green, earlier in the week before she 
had learnt the rules and learnt to 
follow them precisely. Sessions 
when he had really whacked her 
bum. The memory of those canings 
can make her sweat — but even then 
he probably wasn't giving it to her 
with his full force. If Mr Green has 
decided to now. 


As a final reminder. You have to go 
to the bathroom first and have a 
pee. So there are no accidents. 


There is the ever-present thought of 
what another girl has told Fiona. 
"Before you leave they like to give you 
a caning that really knocks you into 
next week. As a final reminder. You 
have to go to the bathroom first and 
have a pee. So there are no 
accidents. Because the caning is 
going to be so bad you might wet 
yourself, and they don't want you 
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peeing all over the floor.’ 


Half the time she was sure that girl 
was only trying to scare her. But only 
half the time. For the rest ... Fiona 
could very easily believe it. And now 
... Was she about to get one of those 
canings? So hard it could make your 
bladder control simply give way. 
Suddenly Fiona felt the need to go. 
Uttering a strangled little cry. 


She was over the end of the bed 
frame now. Stretched over it and 
reaching her arms out as far as she 
can to grip the iron side pieces. Her 
face and her bared tits are in painful 
contact with the steel meshing of the 
bed. Her nude bottom arched up 
over the end section, high and thrust 
out: a perfect target for the cane. Mr 
Green's hand is at Fiona's trembling 
bottom. 


The words are stammering out, 
barely intelligible. ‘What?’ Mr Green 
asks, his hand fondling the trembling 
flesh. 


She manages to repeat it more 
clearly. She ... thinks she needs to go 
to the bathroom. 


Mr Green.gives a rough laugh. *Not 
now, young lady. You'll just have to 


keep it bottled in. Until we've 


finished. Can't you do that?' 


As he asks the question his hand 
slides in between Fiona's thighs. To 
take hold of her cunt. He slides his 
thumb in between Fiona's thighs. To 
take hold of her cunt. He slides his 
thumb in between the lips, which are 
wet, as if Fiona has wetted herself 
already or is aroused and ready for 
Sex. 

"Еп Miss? You'll just have to hold it 
in.' His thumb has found her clitoris 
and is rubbing it. Fiona gives a little 
Squeal. The moisture between her 
legs is just sweat, from fear of the 
cane. Atthe moment at least. But she 
does need to go. 


What if she can't control it ... and it 
just comes out ... 


Mr Green takes his hand away. He 
has got her partially aroused, 
because a hand holding your bare clit 
is shocking but also necessarily 
arousing whether you like it or not. 
Yes Fiona is aroused and even more 
hot and bothered. And in that state 
any caning is bound to feel twice as 
bad. Fiona gives a despairing cry ... 


THWATT ...! 


Oh Christ! The desperate burning 
hurt of it! Hanging on for dear life as 
the shock waves pulsate up through 
her. From that white-hot point of 
impact where the accelerating cane 
has come to an abrupt halt, sinking 
into the yielding flesh of the 
undercurves of her nates. 


THWATTT..!! 


Fiona hears her own desperate cry. 
As a second lands virtually on top of 
the line of the first, to send out its own 
shock waves. The two in unison 
hammering in her brain. She can't 
take this! The white-hot pain is 
impossible. Her hold on herself is 
rapidly going ... and maybe she is 
going to wet herself. Maybe ... she 
has already ... But her mind can't 
hold onto that, there is only this quite 
impossible fire in her bottom. 


Her now  red-striped bottom 
desperately jerks and writhes. She is 
still somehow hanging on to the bars 


* Ж ж 


Іп the grounds the other two girls are 
still running, one at this point some 
20 yards ahead of the other. Both are 
flagging somewhat now, with thighs 
burning with fatigue. Faces straining, 
sweat-streaked, and tight T-tops 
sweat-wet too to delineate boobs 
and burning nipples. Flagging but 
trying desperately not to because 
round behind the house, to be 
passed at each successive circuit, і5 
their tutor with his stopwatch. 
Watching critically for any significant 
lessening of point he decides the 
pace has dropped off unacceptably 
he will order one or both to stop. To 
unceremoniously yank shorts down 
(there are no knickers underneath) 
and order the wearer to bend over. Іі 
will then be the сапе of course. 


It is possible to reach a point of 
exhaustion when this may seem the 
more acceptable. alternative to 
struggling on. Because it does mean 
a few moments respite from the 
running. A little break in which the air 
can be gulped in to feed those 
desperate leg muscles. The only 
question is: is the price too great? 
The burning thighs will have a break 
but at a dreadful price to the bottom. 
At the moment the balance of these 
two awful alternatives seems to be 
for struggling desperately on. 


* * * 
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And inside the house, this substantial 
country mansion, there are of course 
other small rooms very like the one in 
which Fiona and Mr Green are 
engaged. Rooms in which other girls 
are closeted with their tutors. Rooms 
in which the cane is being utilised — or 
has just been, or is about to be. The 
hiss of the cane through the still air 
and the sharp CRACKKK! as it makes 
on impact. And instantaneously the 
gasped breath, or involuntary squeal 
or yelp. 
The cane is the main aid in the 
exercising of girls at The Institute. 
Teaching them to be better 
individuals. More disciplined. More 
cooperative and submissive to the 
desires of others, in particular those 
in authority. 
Yes, the cane is the common 
denominator in all training at The 
Institute and its sister 
establishments. It is relied on by all 
tutors. Some like to cane a girl's 
hand, held out palm upwards. Right 
hand and then left, perhaps two 
strokes to each. But this will be a 
prelude, for the main target is always 
her bottom. The girl's bared 
buttocks, the traditional target for a 
cane's attention. The cane is put to 
use as soon as a girl has arrived; and 
it will бе used as virtually the last act 
before she gets in the official ancient 
Daimler, to be conveyed away to the 
quiet little local railway station and 
her journey home. By this time, at the 
end of her stay, she will be extremely 
well acquainted with the cane. 


Her time at The Institute will naturally 
seem interminable. A week will 
certainly seem like a month. A week 
is Ше. usual time and it is Fiona's 
allotted span. Seven days that will 
seem like seven weeks and more. 
But the week will finally come to an 
end. 


“Well Miss, do you think you have 
benefited from your stay?” 


Yes this is Fiona's last day. Eleven 
o'clock and she is due to catch the 
train in two hours time. She has 
reported to Mr Green in this little 
room, dressed for her departure. But 
dressed for the journey or not, this 
does not mean that Fiona is not to 
have a final last session with Mr 
Green. 
Mr Green and Fiona are not in the 
same room as before. This room 
does not have that bare bed frame as 
a central feature which we saw 
earlier. In fact that room is at this 
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moment in use with another girl. Her 
name is Susan, a pretty blonde, and 
she is at this moment bending over 
the end of the bed frame, stripped 
nude and receiving the cane on her 
desperately clenching buttocks. 


Susan's tutor is Mr Philby who likes 
to cane a girl's hand first and so 
Susan has that additional still breath- 
taking pain in each hand to contend 
with as now her poor bottom gets the 
treatment. This is not Susan's last 
day, it is only her second at The 
Institute. She therefore has almost all 
the week still to look forward to, if that 
is an appropriate expression. So yes, 
poor Susan would consider her plight 
much worse than that of Fiona, who 
is shortly to leave. 


Getting back to Fiona, the room in 
which Mr Green now has. her is 
likewise only starkly furnished. Two 
upright wooden chairs and a wooden 
carpenter's trestle and that is 
essentially it. Fiona is standing to one 
side of the trestle facing Mr Green 
who today is wearing his suit jacket. 
On the seat of one of the chairs is his 
cane. 


Fiona says unhappily “Yes Mr Green.’ 
It is her last day but there is still an 
hour and more to go. Fiona is well 
aware that Mr Green is not finished 
with her yet. She still has to receive 
his last parting tribute. 

She.is wearing a pretty blue-and- 
white striped dress together with 
nylons and low heeled courts. This 
dress is the one in which Fiona 
arrived here those seven long days 
ago, her mother's choice as suitable 
(attractive but not way out); but the 
nylons and indeed the sexy brief 
underwear, which we will see shortly 
when Fiona has to remove the dress, 
were supplied by The Institute. They 


replaced the tights and somewhat. 


less glam underwear which Fiona 
arrived in and which she had to 
remove when, immediately upon 
arrival, she was required to strip nude 
for her first caning. Girls at The 
Institute, when they are not in the 
nude state or wearing brief sports 
gear for running etc, all wear brief and 
sexy underwear. For the delectation 
of the tutors naturally. 


‘I wonder,’ Mr Green muses, “If you 
really have learnt any sort of lesson. 
Or whether as soon as you're out of 
the door here you'll be just as bed as 
ever. It certainly happens. And then 
of course a girl can very easily get 
sent back. For us to have another go 
at. A second time round, of course, 
we really give it to her.' 


Fiona gives a squeal of fright. "Мо ... 
please ... | have .. | really have ...’ 


Mr Green frowns. “What we can do is 
give you. something now, to 
remember on the train at least. A final 
good bottom warming to go home 
with.’ 


Fiona stands mute. She has been 
well aware that she wouldn’t get 
away. on his final morning without 
something extra special from Mr 
Green. Fiona has heard on the 
grapevine that you always get 
something extra on your final 
morning. The thought of it was filling 
her mind all day yesterday, as well as 
last night in bed: the thought that 
shortly she would at last be leaving 
The Institute — but that first of all there 
was this final awful hurdle to get over. 
Yesterday was pretty awful anyway: 
for one’ thing there was an extra 
session with Mr Philby. 


Mr Philby who excruciatingly caned 
her hands (slicing the сапе 
devastatingly onto Fiona’s open 
palms, two strokes to each) before 
doing likewise to her bare bottom. 
Yes, that has been bad ... but she 
was fearful that this last morning was 
going to be even worse. 


‘Mr Green is sitting on achair now and 
beckoning to Fiona. Sheis to get over 
his lap. A hand spanking, he says — 
just to start with of course. Well, a 
hand spanking can’t be too dreadful; 
not compared to the cane. 


Fiona of course doesn’t argue. She 
gets over his lap and Mr Green yanks 
up the skirt of her dress. And now we 
can see the sexy slim-strapped 
suspender belt and very brief and 
diaphanous knickers. Mr : Green 
proceeds to pull the knickers down, 
to the tops of the nylons. Then his 
hand slams down ... 


It may be only his hand and not the 
cane ... but it is a devastatingly 
stinging belt. Completely knocking 
the wind out of Fiona. Followed by 
another ... and another ... A steady 
succession of breath-stopping belts 
to the tender bare flesh of her 
bottom. 


Fiona's pretty face is wet with hot 
tears by the time Mr Green "Паз 
eventually had enough of this. Her 
poor bottom feels like a slab of 
medium rare steak. When he pushes 
her to her feet Fiona can hardly stand. 
She is trembling all over. And of 
course she is now told that what she 
has had is merely a preliminary, not at 
all the main item. 


ва 
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She now has to take her dress off. 
Now Fiona is going to get the cane. 
Bending over the trestle. Soft-voiced 
Mr Green tells her: she is going to get 
the cane as she has never had it all 
week. It will be a real caning now. 


* ж ж 


Back at school Mr Мохап wants to 
see Fiona, first thing on Monday 
morning. It is Mr Moxan who had her 
sent to The Institute of course, after 
Fiona objected to his little foibles. Mr 
Moxan likes to discreetly fondle a 
girl's boobs and also of course her 
bottom, when he has her in his room 
to discuss some aspect of her work. 
His hands as she stands at his side at 
his desk softly crawling up the backs 
of her thighs and onto the ripenesses 
of her bottom. And then when he is 
standing perhaps turning her round 
and from behind his two hands 
coming round to gently cup her 
boobs. 


Fiona foolishly objected to this sort of 
thing. 'Please don't do that.' And so 
Мг Moxan spoke to the Head, not 
saying specifically what the problem 
was, only that Fiona was 
uncooperative and awkward. As a 
result the Head sent a report to the 
education people at county level. The 
next thing was the official letter 
received by Fiona's parents. 


Mr Moxan doesn't know any details 
about The Institute; very few people 
do. He is vaguely aware that there are 
such places and that they are highly 
confidential. He has been told by the 
head that Fiona is not to be pressed 
for details. The official story of course 
is that she has been to stay with an 
aunt for the week. Both the head and 
Mr Moxan are aware that she has 
been to some sort of place of 
correction but that is all. Suffice it to 
say that she has had some treatment 
and the problem ої not being 
cooperative should now be sorted 
оці. If itis not ... 


“Did you have а nice time with your 
aunt?' Mr Moxan asks. When Fiona 
says a hot-faced 'Yes Sir he 
chuckles. 


She has been told to come and stand 
close at his side and Mr Moxan's 
hand now slides up the back of her 
skirt. This is of coursethe sort of thing 
which caused all the trouble, but 
there is no dissent from Fiona now. 
As the hand slides up the warm bare 
rear of her thigh under her skirt. 


Mr Moxan laughs softly. “That stay 
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with your aunt, Fiona, does seem to 
have taught you to be sensible. | am 
pleased.' 


The hand reaches her tightly- 
knickered bottom. № does some 
fondling ... and then pushes between 
Fiona's legs. Fiona's breathing 
becomes more agitated but that is 
her only reaction as Mr Green's 
fingers stroke her pussy. 


Anice little drive, and they will stop 
somewhere nice and quiet and 
Fiona will be able to Show him how 
pleasant and friendly апа 
cooperative a girl she now is. 


'Yes, | can see we are much 
improved,' Mr Moxan tells her. Then 
he tells her what he wants. After 
school he will take her out in the 
country in his car. A nice little drive, 
and they will stop somewhere nice 
and quiet and Fiona will be able to 
show him how pleasant and friendly 
and cooperative a girl she now is. 
Now Fiona is going to be sensible 
they will be able to have a whole new 
relationship. 


END 


BACK NUMBERS, STILL AVAILABLE 


SPANKING GOOD 


JUSTICE No. 13 to No. 19 £2.50 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 20 to No. 32 £3.00 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 33 to No. 46 £3.50 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 46A to No. 49 £4.00 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 50 to No. 57 £5.00 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 58 to No. 78 £6.00 per copy 


SPANKING LETTERS Мо. 5toNo. 18 £3.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS Мо. 19 to No. 22 £3.50 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 28 to No. 32 £3.50 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 33 to No. 36 £4.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 37to No. 44 £5.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 45 to No. 48 £6.00 per copy 


Dear BLUSHES Incorp. Spanking Letters 
No. 49 to No 64 £7.00 per copy 


PHOENIX No. 36 to No. 39 £4.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 40 to No. 45 £6.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 46 to No. 48 £7.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 49 £8.00 per copy 

PHOENIX CP Special No. 2 £7.00 per copy 
PHOENIX Special Lady Anne's Lesson £6.95 per copy 


JANUS No. 63 to No. 65 £7.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 67 to No. 72 £7.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 73 to No. 74 £8.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 75 to No. 81 £8.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 82 to No. 85 £8.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 86 to No. 88 £10.00 per copy 

Janus Correspondence Special Nos 1, 2 and 3 

£10.00 per copy 


KANE No. 46 to No. 54 £8.00 per copy 
KANE No. 55 to No. 58 £10.00 per copy 


BLUSHES No. 1 £8.00 

BLUSHES No. біо No. 8 £6.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 10 to No. 36 £6.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 11 SOLD OUT 

BLUSHES No. 37 to No. 47 £7.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 48 to No. 66 £8.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 67 to No. 79 £10.00 per сору 


FESSE No. 1 to No. 10 £8.00 per copy 


UNIFORM GIRLS No. 4to No. 10 £5.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 11 to No. 23 £6.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 24 to No. 30 £7.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 31 to No. 38 £8.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 39 £10.00 per copy 


SUPPLEMENT No. 1 £3.50 

SUPPLEMENT No. 3 £4.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 4to No. 14 £5.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 7 SOLD OUT 
SUPPLEMENT No. 15 to No. 27 £6.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 28 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 33 to No. 35 £8.00 per copy 


WHISPERS No. 1to No. 7£5.00 per copy 
ROUE No. 62 to No. 72 £7.00 per copy 


FEMALE DOMINATION 


Е.Ю. World No. 1 to No. 11 £7.00 per copy 


MISTRESS No. 4 to No. 29 £6.00 per copy 
MISTRESS No. 30 to No. 35 £7.00 per copy 
DEAR MISTRESS No. 36 to No. 47 £7.00 per copy 


VIXEN No. 4 to No. 25 £6.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 26 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 33 to No. 45 £7.00 per copy 


We try for return of post and certainly send under plain cover. 
Make Cheques and P.O.'s payable to: 
“PRESS SALES” 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


FOR POSTAGE AND PACKING 
Please add 30p per item (U.K.) 
Please add 50p per item (Europe) 
Please add £2 per item (U.S.A. or CANADA) 
AND THE REST OF THE WORLD 


